Siam
been advised of their existence. They are
of a size, these masks carved in the air, so
far exceeding human proportions that it
requires a moment or two fully to compre-
hend them. They smile under their great
flat noses, and half close their eyelids, with
an indescribable air of senile femininity, look-
ing like aged dames discreetly sly. They are
likenesses of the gods worshipped, in times
obliterated, by those men whose history is
now unknown; likenesses from which, in the
lapse of centuries, neither the slow travail of
the forest nor the heavy dissolving rains have
been able to remove the expression, the ironical
good humour, which is somehow more dis-
quieting than the rictus of the monsters of
China,
Our oxen trot smartly on the return journey,
as if they, too, realised that it was necessary to
escape before nightfall from this soaked and
steaming forest, which now becomes dark almost
suddenly, without any interval of twilight. And
the memory of those over-large old dames, who
are smiling yonder behind us, secretive above
the heaps of ruins, continues to pursue me
throughout the course of our jolting, rocking
flight through the bush,
n